17               WAITING FOR BARBARKA
T
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HREE WEEKS HAB passed since I had lost Barbarka, and all my efforts to find her were so far in
vain.
A transport of sixty-three hundred people arrived at the camp late in the afternoon of September 22nd The deportees were in a terrible state. The train had been stalled between Warsaw and Pruszkow for two whole days, during which the people had not been permitted to leave their cattle cars. Suffocating in the tightly packed and filthy boxes on wheels, chilled by cold at night, many died, others arrived in a dying condition*
It was raining heavily. Before the transport was unloaded, night fell* I joined my voice to the many anguished ones calling out in the dark the names of their dearest ones. Once more my search for Barbarka was fruitless.
The guards barked at the frightened mass of deportees huddling under the trees near the gate to seek some shelter from the rain. There were so many stretcher cases that by eleven o'clock that night there were no more wagons left to cart them to Barrack 5. 1 bent down and picked up the nearest stretcher.
"Where are you taking me?" a plaintive voice moaned^ "I don't want to go anywhere* Mother, oh, mother, please."" I pulled out my flashlight The girl 00 the sketches- was delirious. She was dressed in a coat and covered with a warm blanket They had obviously carried her out that way from the cellar of her destroyed house.
It took me and ahelper an hour to get to Barradc 2, Tte German guard there did not object to my bringing ,&egP in, although this was the wroag bamcL We laid fee stretcher with the girl by the wafi, aad ran bade to Gate
S3?